IN PATRIA POTESTATE

marks on my back where my father had beaten me;
it leaves little whitey scars that never quite go. Some-
times I believe that having those is the thing that
makes me angriest with my father. Anyhow, I told
Radimir how it was, and I think he saw it was true.
He laughed again and said: 'Thank the Gods, my
boys and I aren't under your Roman LawF I hated
that. And then he said: 'But even if I'm to believe all
this, I've bought you now, and you'll have to work
your price out. Never mind, we shan't be hard on
you here/ I didn't quite know what the law of it was,
especially in Goth-land, and I thought I might make
things worse by arguing, so I said: *Very well, sir,'
and went out with Magsa.

I worked on the farm, among the beasts chiefly.
I liked being with the horses; there were yearling
colts running with the mares and they wrinkled their
noses friendlily at me; when no one was looking I used
to ride a chestnut mare. Most of the other slaves were
Goths or Northerners of some sort, and it took me a
little time to learn their language; they weren't
anxious to help me, either, and I often did a thing
wrong while the others looked on and laughed; I
wondered sometimes if my father and the dealer
realized the bad turn they had done to the Roman
dignity, through me! Magsa was in the kitchen and
I hardly ever saw him, but when I did he spoke to me
as if I'd still been his superior, as if he still respected
me; that always left me hopeful. In some ways, per-
haps, the life was not so hard as it had been at home;
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